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Two fine performances by Arthur Kennedy a d Eileen 
Heckart weren't enough, in Rex Reed's opinion, to 
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make "Veronica's Room" more than a “demented charade.” 


1 dea 


says our critic, 


& Kay Ballard, playing Molly Goldberg on Broadway, is great, 
"but what's wrong with 'Molly’ can't 
be solved with chicken soup.” 


‘Molly’ and ‘Veronica’ Make the White Way Sad 


THIS IS BEGINNING to look like the year 
Broadway never got off the ground. There 
was a new reason for distress last week with 
the opening of “Molly.” It’s supposed to be a musical 
based on the old radio-TV shows called “The Gold- 
bergs,” which Gertrude Berg made famous. It turned 
out to be a dismal affair that asked the question: 
What’s a nice girl (and dynamite talent) like Kay 
Ballard doing in a tuneless, clumsy mess that gives 
her nothing to do but wring her hands and look 
dumpy? 

I was never a Gertrude Berg fan, so I have 
no nostalgia for the old Goldbergs shows. But 
I am a great admirer of Miss Ballard, and it is 
dismaying to see her grounded in something so dated 
and dull, with no outlet for her great talents, either 
as a comedienne or a singer. 

Somebody must have thought it would be a good 
idea to bring some of the memories of radio back 
to the stage (I thought they might have learned 
thair jessoh from the disastrous “Superman” some 
seasons agul. The idea doesn’t work. “Molly” is 
like an old radio show, all right—people exit and 
enter as though there were microphones waiting for 
themes? «rout the imagination. 


Like Watching Radio 


e etching radio, if you can imagine such 
old Goldbergs shows, in retrospect, were 
at least you could supply your own visual 
effects, your own staging, your own costumes, your 
own form. “Molly” has no form. It's all spelled 
out—the tacky tose wallpaper and plastic geranium 
plants and lace dotties on the sofa. There is something 
of a plot, a‘though it wanders all over the place 
in search of someone to shape it into something 
that will hold the interest without boring everyone 
to death: papa is ost of a job and Molly is trying 
to get the money together to put him up in his 
own dress business so he won't have to move the 
family out of the “ronx and go to California to 
grow grapefruit. Son Semmy is in love with a tootsie 
named Stella Hazelcorn. who has eyes for flashier 
guys. Daughter Rosatle flunks out of music academy 
and wants to be a model. When things get tough, 
Molly sings about Sammy's bar mitzvah. It’s that 
kind of a show. 

Poor, valiant Kay Ballard. She even has the dabi- 
ous privilege of being ths ficst Broadway star in 
history to sing a song into a telephone while selling 
a funeral plot to a prospective corpse. That takes 
guys. Daughter Rosalie flunks out of music academy 
it’s a crime to see it wasted this way. 

She folds her hands and waves her arms and 
does her best to impersonate Gectrude Berg, but 


she’s strapped into padded granny dresses and Mother 
b s and the show provides her with no 
he kitchen table. 
y Ballard elect 
e close to the end, when she’s allo 
s only decent song, “I See a Man,” and the oppor- 
e her really burst forth with her ow 
d of show-business magic is worth 
sion 
is courageous throughout, doing the best 
material she has been given, and 


to see all that 
le that has no magic of 
rn in a gorilla suit. 


A Capable Cast 


I do not mean to give the impression that Mis 
Ballard is giving a one-woman show. The cast 
surrounds her is energetic and appealing. Eli 
a dear little egg cream, re-creates his orig 
of U David. Daniel Fortus, who was a sensational 
Harpo Marx in “Minnie’s Boys,” fuses the role of 
the son with a ard charm and sings beautifully. 
Lee Wallace, as Molly’s ever faithful, always befud- 
died husband, Jake, has just the right touches of 
sardonic humor and reliable honesty. Swen Swenson, 
as Jak suave business partner, dances like a libidi- 
nous violin. Grover Dale’s dances leap and dart all 
over the Bronx like musical notes leaping off the 
seale. But the show that supports them is on its 
knees. 

The sets are hideous ( a Mandarin Palace Chinese 
restaurant on the Grand Concourse adds color, with 
waiters from Washington Heights and a red ceiling 
fan, but the view of Manhattan from Molly’s rooftop 
looks like a photograph of the moon). The writing 
is stale. The songs are like 1947 commercials for 
used cars and used hearts. The show is regrettably 
earthbourd. 

hat brings us back, once more, to Kay 

‘here she is, dispensing homilies like 

hominy .4 bird in the hand is still in the hand, 

he’s not yet in the bush”), delivering gifts as bribes 

(“Chocolate chip co 3, the way you like them 

the chips!”), and solving everyone's 

troubles with “a face to face and a heart to heart.” 

She's great, but what's wrong with “Molly” can’t 
be solved with chicken soup. 

Worse still, there's “Veronica’s Room,” a demented 
charade passing itself off as a psychological thriller. 

er thrilling nor psychological, although pro- 

55; consultation with a reliable psychiatrist 
ight not be a bad recommendation for those who 
seived it. I love melodramatic chillers and looked 
Veronica's Room! with-extra anticipation + 
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A Pair of Pros 


It’s pretty r è final explanation is eve 

ece of threatening 
riana and 
dynamie Eileen Heck 
r Kennedy 


shadows and su 
ly fine performances 
lways reliable 
s ers—a whining tower 
of toneless t 
boy friend-doctor, 


This has bee f courageous perform- 
but Crowley's “A Breen 
been much of a season 
for courageous new plays. 
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